
Run 2228 - Redhurst Hotel

10 August 2026

Hares: Delta Piglet, Stand and Deliver

Short version: The (almost) anniversary trail


Pics: https://www.dropbox.com/scl/fo/ikkuniwy7u6v5stqrq2gx/AGCfPJg2MfvG9XcME9I95dw?
rlkey=37al8jjikssmxwzv6uu7dazie&st=60oz0nn1&dl=0


Nobody gets married on a Tuesday. 
Or at least, that’s what Stand and 
Deliver and I were told when we 
hatched a cunning plan 36 years ago 
of turning an existing holiday into a 
honeymoon by shoe-horning the 
wedding into the few days 
beforehand, and tying the knot on the 
Tuesday. Fast forward to the present, 
and the location would be the hotel 
where we had had the wedding 
reception. As the pack gathered, with 
Bladerunner’s friends Tobi and 
Chris being cajoled into coming along, we noticed that the hotel car park was quite 
full, as there was a wedding reception just about to start in the hotel ballroom. No 
doubt the happy couple had been told “No one gets married on a Monday, either” 
making it far easier to book a location.


With the mechanics of the trail explained to the virgins (including a comment that 
there would be a couple of View 
Points, though one of them might be 
construed as post-modern ironic 
usage of the term), we were on on up 
the road, nipping up the side lane 
beside the hotel. At the end of the 
lane, while Drag-On-On and 
Kipper fruitlessly found the true 
trail, the rest of us were able to catch 
up. 


Meandering around the residential 

streets, we even caught up with the walkers 
at another check. They were only too happy 
to let the keen runners check it out, with the 
trail being found leading up the hill a bit. 
Fortunately, there wasn’t too much uphill, 
as we then descended into Eastwood Park, 

A nice sunny evening for a trail.

On trail for 10 minutes and only just caught up with the 
walkers.

Not exactly what most folk would dub “A 
View”
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skirting the leisure centre where we spotted a VP beside a 
couple of exquisitely painted benches. No doubt, there may 
have been a time that the benches afforded a view. Now, 
though, all that was visible was the construction of the 
massive extension to the leisure centre, which looked set to 
dwarf the original. If modern buildings are your thing, then 
it might just count as a View.


Emerging from the Park, the FRB were once more off 
checking for trail. The Spanker then spotted something 
much more important. An Ice Cream van. “Quick! Catch the 
Ice Cream van,” she exhorted us. As she started towards it, 
the van put its chimes on, and moved off. Fortunately, it 
turned a 
corner into a 
side street. 
Even more 
fortunately, 
that was also 

the way the trail went. Most 
fortunately, the van had stopped only 
just round the corner, meaning that 
we could indulge with some 99 cones. 
Fortunately (or unfortunately, 
depending on your point of view) they 
weren’t being served by a Karen 
Dunbar lookalike, so there was no need 
to have the Chewin’ the Fat sketch . Which didn’t stop us explaining it to Tobi.
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As we rounded the corner, happily munching our cones, we caught up with the 
walkers once more. Bmi baby wondered where he had got the ice creams from. 
Our response was that it was a perk of doing the runners’ trail.


Pressing onwards into Rouken Glen Park, 
and the FRB were determined to avoid the 
play park, though that may have been 
because the swings were being used by those 
of the intended age. As we descended into 
the Glen itself, the trail led us up towards 
the waterfall at the top, where there were 
some good views. In years gone by, there 
has been a fad of two young lovers taking a 
padlock and attaching it to a bridge railing, 
of obscure reasons that probably sounded 

romantic at the time. One such bridge in Paris had so many padlocks that the metal 

 https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=msvTLB5aTGA1

The writers reckoned that “Do you want a Flake in it?” was probably taking things a bit too far.

Oh My Dog spotted a 
post box that, unusually, 
had been painted black

Right, who’s for a 99?

Delta Piglet has a go at the balance beam.

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=msvTLB5aTGA


railings 
were 
starting 
to warp. 
When 
finally 
cut 
down, 
for 
safety, 
there 
were 
about 7 

tons of added hardware. Great for the local 
ironmongers, but less good for trying to grasp the 
railing. Of course, that story about removing the 
padlocks then generated a whole raft of copycat 
occurrences, including in the park here. The council 
pragmatically had installed a special “padlock fence” where 

young lovers could still 
demonstrate their 
affection without making 
the bridge parapet fall 
away.


Rounding the boating 
pond, and we were now 
in the quieter part of 
the park. More 
importantly, as we left 

the park, it was pretty much downhill 
to the pub. Delta Piglet confirmed 
that all the interesting and quirky bits 
had deliberately been put on the out 
trail, so that it was indeed a direct 
route back to the pub. Or at least as 
direct a route as the back streets 
could manage; the streets veered 
slightly left of the direct line, so some 
jinking around was needed.


Surprisingly, as we arrived back at the 
hotel, we were (just) ahead of the 
walkers, though Oh My Dog was 
reassured that we were only “that much beer” ahead of them, where “that much” 
was more like “not much”. While Faceplant and Kipper were the obvious FRB 
back before everyone, there was no sign of Drag-On-On. “Oh, he went off to see a 

Quite a scenic waterfall.

The sturdy padlock wall. Which isn’t part of any bridge 
railings.

More scenic bits at the boating pond.

Glaury Hole tries the “motion blur” pose. Just to make it 
look like we might be running.

The walkers at the waterfall



dog.” We thought it was some kind of euphemism, until he finally reappeared, 
having gone off to Bellahouston Park to spot one of the Scotties in the City 
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With the usual opinions asked of what we thought of the trail, Bladerunner’s 
comment of “Brilliant”, coming from the lead hare’s sibling, was praise indeed.


Down downs went to:

Delta Piglet and Stand and Deliver as 
hares; Chris and Tobi as GH3 virgins; 
Kipper for possibly getting in trouble 
with the law, as they may have called him 
on a number that he couldn’t call back on, 
so he never found out what they wanted; 
Drag-On-On for taking a massive detour 
to see a dog ; The Spanker for eating an 3

ice cream on trail, and not getting one for 
her husband (“Well, he was too quick!”).


And finally, as almost their anniversary, Stand and Deliver 
& Audrey


Run location:

https://what3words.com/origin.slick.bath

 https://scottiesinthecity.co.uk/2

A pack of 40 giant Scottie sculptures (and 52 wee ones!) has come to Glasgow, all to raise 
awareness of Maggie’s and the support the charity provides people with cancer and their friends 
and family.

 Google maps claims it is about 4.4 miles from the pub to Bellahouston Park. And 4.4 miles back, 3

obviously.

Tobi and Chris

Crinkly on the way out. 
Straight(ish) on the way in.

An almost NEWSworthy 
weather vane

When Drag-On-On 
finally arrived back at the 
pub, Ride of the Valkyries 
heard him order a glass of 
water. “That’s a funny 
colour of water!”

https://scottiesinthecity.co.uk/
https://what3words.com/origin.slick.bath
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